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With the Editor 


FAMILY COUNCIL 


When George and Jane have a real 
problem, they bring it up at family coun- 
cil. That’s when the whole family sit around 
in the living room and talk about family 
matters. Usually they come up with some 
pretty good answers to George’s and Jane’s 
problems. 

Q. For instance, one night George asked 
about allowances. “I appreciate the weekly 
allowance Dad gives me,” he began tactfully. 
“And it’s nice of him to pay me by the 
hour for mowing the lawns and raking 
leaves. But why doesn’t Mother pay me 
for washing the dishes and mopping the 
kitchen floor?” 

A. Big sister had a quick answer and 
everyone agreed it was good. “Don’t be 


Should Jane be required to sit with her parents in 
church when her friends sit together at the back? 
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too hard on Mother,” she said. “She does 
a lot of things for you and never charges 
a penny. Suppose you had to pay her for 
cooking the meals and washing your clothes 
and keeping the house nice?” 

George got the point right away. An- 
other night Jane had a question. 

Q. “Why,” she wanted to know, “do I 
have to sit beside Mother and Dad in 
church? I’m in the eighth grade, and most 
of the other eighth graders sit together in 
the back and have a good time.” 

A. Family Counsel discussed it quite & 
while. Finally they agreed on this answer: 
Church is a place where we go to worship 
God. When boys and girls sit together in 
groups in church they often forget God 
and talk about worldly things. When they 
sit with their parents they find it easier 
to remember why they are in church, and 
God is able to bless them. However, Fam- 
ily Council decided, it would be all right 
for Jane to sit with girl friends at other 
meetings, like Saturday-night programs. 

Another evening George had a note from 
his friend Bill. Bill had asked him to read 
it at Family Council and see what they 
thought. 

Q. “My dad wants me to be a doctor,” 
Bill’s note said, “but I don’t know what 
I want to be. I think I’d like to be a 
mechanic or an engineer and Dad won’t 
hear of it. All I know for sure is I don’t 
want to be a doctor. I’m fourteen. What 
should I do?” Bill T. 

A. Just be patient. Your dad wants you 
to be a doctor probably because he wants 
you to use your life serving God’s cause. 
This is good. But tell your dad that good 
mechanics are needed to keep our hospitals 
and publishing houses running, and a good 
engineer can be a wonderful witness for 
Christ wherever he works. Don’t be wor- 
ried because you don’t know what you 
want to be. Most important men didn’t 
decide till they were much older than you 
are. 

Do you have any problems you'd like 
help with? Write them to me and I'll s® 
Family Council to talk them over, and then 
tell you what they think. The address is 
JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 


Your friend, 














JOKER JOE 


By PEGGY 


ANY long years ago there was a story 
in one of my first readers in school 

which I have never forgotten. Perhaps you 
have read it too. 

It told about a young lad who got a 
great deal of fun out of fooling people. 

The wolves were particularly bad at the 
time he lived, and were continually attack- 
ing the sheep. The men grew tired having 
to sit up all night watching for them, as 
well as working all day. So they hired this 
fellow to stand guard at night, for he 
could sleep all day if he wished. 


HEWLETT 


Of course, they knew he’d have a hard 
time fighting a pack of wolves by himself; 
so they told him that the minute he saw 
the wolves approaching he was to shout, 
“Wolf!” and they would come to the fight. 

The boy said he would do just what 
they had told him and the men, greatly 
pleased, went off to bed and to sleep. 

The boy stood guard as he had prom- 
ised. But it was very still and quiet out 
there, and the night grew long. Presently 
he thought he would play a little joke on 
the men. To page 16 


When Joker Joe told the workmen the factory was burning, they thought it was another of his jokes. 
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The Shipwrecked Mariners 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 





UBMARINE!” shouted a man standing 

at the railing, and in less time than I 
can tell it, we were all going in circles 
trying to find out what had happened. 

I was on my way home from the mission 
field. For ten days our ship had zigzagged 
over the waters, trying to dodge unfriendly 
ships. For this was wartime, and we knew 
the enemy was trying to sink every ship 
they found. 

And now, as we were dozing in the deck 
chairs, a man by the ship’s railing had 
shouted, “Submarine!” 

All was confusion in a moment. Every- 
one was up and running, wondering what 
to do, where to go. 

Through my mind flashed the thought, 
“If this boat is sunk and we are in life- 
boats, we will need our sun hats. If we 
ever reach land, we will need money to 
send cablegrams.” 

Down the stairs to our cabin I dashed, 
grabbed sun hats and my purse and almost 
flew back to the upper deck. 

Of course, if a submarine had been attack- 


ing us, the ship would have been blown to 
bits before I reached the cabin, but we 
do think and act in strange ways when we 
are surprised! 

When I reached the deck, someone had 
produced a pair of binoculars and was pass- 
ing them along the line. The binoculars 
hadn’t reached me yet, but out there in the 
ocean I could see some sort of object. Some- 
times I saw two objects and then again I 
saw only one. 

“Would you like to look through the 
binoculars?” the man next to me offered 
kindly. 

Indeed I would. What I saw was the end 
of a ship sticking up out of the water and 
on it were four starving men. Two of them 
attempted to hold up a blanket as a signal, 
but because they were so weak, they had 
to lie down and the other two lifted the 
blanket. That was the reason I thought I 
saw one object and then two. 

Our ship, the Anu Maru had now turned 
in the direction of the tragedy. Darkness 
would soon come. As we neared the 
wreckage, the waves caused by our moving 
ship pushed it farther from us. Our cap- 
tain stopped the engines and we drifted 
toward the men. 

As we drew nearer we could see the 
drawn faces of those starving sailors. Be- 
cause darkness would soon come on, they 
feared we would leave them. Over and over 
again they clasped their hands in per® 
and then stretched their hands out towar 
us. 
Finally our sailors let down a rope ladder 
over the side of our ship and then started 
throwing out life lines to the men. One 
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end of each life line was fastened to the 
ship. The rest of it was wound into a ball. 
On the end was a weight, which helped 
to carry the rope out. 

The men tried to catch the life line, 
but couldn’t. They were too weak. Some- 
one near me on the deck was humming 
a familiar tune and through my mind went 
the words. 


“Throw out the life line across the dark 
wave, 

There is a brother whom someone should 

oa Save; 

Somebody's brother! oh, who then will dare 

To throw out the life line, his peril to 
share? 


“Soon will the season of rescue be o'er; 

Soon will they drift to eternity’s shore; 

Haste, then, my brother, no time for delay, 

But throw out the life line and save them 
today.” 


Now I understood better the song which 
I had so often sung since I was a little 
girl. 

One of our sailors with a rope around 
his waist went over the railing and down 
the rope ladder; then the sailors on the 
deck swung him out until he was on the 
wreckage. He tied his rope to the wreck- 
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Looking through the binoculars | saw the wreckage of a ship with four weary mariners clinging to it. 





age, and then it was pulled 
up Close to the rope ladder. 

Life lines were thrown to 
the sailor. He tied one 
around the waist of one of 
the men and then helped 
him to the rope ladder. As the man came up 
and over the railing and touched the deck of 
the ship, he collapsed in a heap. Then hap- 
pened what seemed to me the most cruel 
thing I had ever seen. The sailors kicked the 
poor man, pulled him to his feet and gave 
him a push which sent him across the deck. 

Here was a poor man who had spent 
hopeless nights and scorching days on the 
wreckage of the ship, without food or drink 
or hope. Wasn’t that enough suffering with- 
out being abused after he was rescued! 

Now a second man was helped over the 
railing, then the third and fourth. As each 
man reached the deck he was kicked and 
then thrown across the deck. In a few 
minutes I learned that what seemed to me 
so cruel was actually the kindest thing the 
sailors could have done. 

The men were so near death that if 
they had collapsed there on the floor they 
would have died immediately. The sailors 
had abused them to make them angry and 
to start their blood rushing through their 

To page 19 
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MARIAN’S 












CHAPTER 2: SUNDAY MORNING ORDEAL 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Marian had always wanted to go to church reg- 
ularly, but not till the family moved to town was 
she able to do so. The little church had a new min- 
ister, a young man everyone called Preacher Bob. He 
taught the youth class, and often appealed to the 
students to give their hearts to the Lord. Marian felt 
she could not yield. Then, after about a year, Preacher 
Bob said he was leaving, and asked Marian to teach 
in his place. Marian was scared. She was only twelve. 
But more than that, she knew she had never given 
her heart to God. How could she teach when she 
wasn’t a Christian? But how could she find Christ? 
She wished she knew. 


ARIAN shook herself. 

“Is this really Sunday morning, al- 
ready?” she asked, opening a sleepy eye. 
The week had rushed past like a whirl- 
wind. Exams in school had left no time to 
visit Mrs. Perkins and barely enough to 
study the lesson. “Maybe I'd better look 
at it again before I go,” she thought. “It’s 
only 6:30, so I have time yet.” 

Making short work of dressing she picked 
up her quarterly from the little desk she 
and her mother had fixed up. “I'll sit by 
the window and look out,” she told herself. 

It seemed that these warm spring days 
did something to perk up one’s spirits. 
A bird was already busying herself with 
dry grass making a nest, while her mate 
sang from the highest limb of the apple 
tree. Yes, spring had come, but not yet to 
Marian’s heart. All week the words, “But, 
you aren’t a Christian,” had rung in her 
ears till she was nearly crazy. Even with 
the exams crying for first attention and 
spring wishing to kiss all cares away, she 
still had no peace. 
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“Well, I'd better get back to the lesson, or 
I'll never be ready,” Marian thought. “Sure, 
its about the Last Supper.” She glanced at 
the calendar. Next week would be Easter. “I 
must have a good lesson for then,” she 
sighed. “Oh, I wish Preacher Bob weren't 
leaving!” 

“Tl read this over.” She quickly read the 
memory verse at the top of the lesson and 
the two pages of comments. “Maybe I 
could underline some of these to be sure 
to have something to say,” she thought, 
reaching for a pencil. 

This was giving her more confidence for 
she could use these underlined notes as a 
crutch. “What this man said must be so, 
and no one will question it. If they do, I 
can show them the quarterly. Isn’t that fair 
enough?” she thought. 

She quickly found many interesting 
things to underline. And the questions? 
Sure enough, just as Mrs. Rogers had said, 
they were all written out at the end. She 
read them to herself and found the answers. 
Maybe she'd better write in the answers 
as she might get confused standing in front 
of the class. 

“Now, I guess I’m as ready as I'll ever 
be,” she thought. “At least, until I give my 
heart to Christ.” Again her heart condemned 
her. “Why did I ever say I'd do it? Why 
didn’t I tell the preacher I wasn’t a Chris- 
tian?” She put her head in her hands and 
bent over the window sill and sobbed. 

“Marian, Marian.” Mother was calling 











from the stairs. “It’s your 
big day! Better get up now 
so you won't have to rush.” 

“Yes, Mother. I’ve been 
up a long time. I'll be down 
soon.” Marian knew her 
voice was trembling. She knew Mother 
would have something to say. Oh, that her 
mother was a Christian and would under- 
stand! 

“What's the matter, Marian? Scared?” Mrs. 
Simpson asked. 

“Yes, guess so, Mother. But never mind; 
I'll make it.” Marian arose and tried to 
brace herself. Seeing her red face in the 
mirror, she knew she’d have to stay up 
here awhile. Maybe some cold water would 
help. 

She went to the bathroom and splashed 
her face and eyes. She recombed her hair 
to take up time. Yes, her dark blue dress 
was in need of brushing, for it caught all 
the lint. That would take up a few minutes, 
too. Next week her mother had big plans 
for her daughter's wardrobe—a new pink 
suit with all the trimmings. She’d like to 
have worn it today, but her mother said 
she must wait until Easter even though it 
might be warm today. 

Everything seemed to revolve around 








Easter. Mother, and perhaps even Dad, was 
planning to go to church on Easter. They 
said they wanted to see their daughter in 
front of the youth class teaching. Yes, they 
were proud of her, for she was one of the 
youngest in the class and the “smartest,” 
they said. 

If Mother and Dad could only see into 
her heart they might talk to her about her 
real need rather than trying to make her 
feel she was something she was not. Every- 
one came to church on Easter and the 
Simpsons were so proud that their Marian 
would be seen by all as the teacher of the 
youth class. 

Marian gave herself another good look 
in the mirror. “I guess I look better now. 
Maybe Dad will be buried in the paper 
anyway, and won't notice that I’ve been 
crying.” 

The table was neatly spread, and Marian 
noticed it was more elaborately decorated 
than usual. A bowl of daffodils greeted her 
as she took her place, and she noticed the 
“company dishes” had been laid out. 

“Why all the fancies, Mother?” she asked, 
trying to act casual. 

“Can’t you guess?” Mrs. Simpson stood 
proudly, arms akimbo. “Dad and I was just 
a sayin’ we have a young lady at our 


“You can teach all right,” said Preacher Bob. “We'll put a pillow between your knees, if you like, 





to keep them from knocking,” and with a laugh he walked off. Marian was left to her fate! 
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house now, not a little girl. Maybe it’s 
time we showed her some respect and 
honor for the prestige she has earned her- 
self.” 

“Oh, Mom, I’m still me.” Marian looked 
at the floor. 

“Well, let’s all sit down and eat,” Mother 
said as she brought in a plate of toast. 

“Will you ask the blessing, Marian?” 
Dad asked. 

Marian rushed over the usual words 
spoken at their house. 

“Can’t you give us more of a prayer 
than that?” Mother asked. “You will have 
to get used to praying in church. They 
might be asking you soon, you know.” 

“Til try better next time.” Marian blushed. 
She wished they would quit paying so 
much attention to her and expecting so 
much of her overnight, just because she had 
been asked to teach. She knew she had had 
no transformation. 

“Marian, can’t you eat all of your cereal? 
You'll be hungry. It will be a long time 
until dinner and he'll probably preach clear 
up to twelve, since this time is his last.” 
Mother always had some reason why she 
should eat a big breakfast, Marian reflected. 
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It had been this way since babyhood. Then 
it was “to grow big on.” One minute they 
treated her as a baby and the next expected 
her to be a young lady. Being twelve she 
hardly knew herself which she was. It was 
so bewildering. 

She tried hard to eat everything on her 
plate, so as not to attract more attention, 
but it was no use. 

“Got your lesson?” It was Dad now. 

“Yes, I think so,’ Marian tried to act 
calmly, but she knew she didn’t sound con- 
vincing. 

“Well, now, you should know so. Had 
all week to prepare. I don’t want my daugh- 
ter to do discredit to the family. Can you 
give it to the family? That would be good 
training. They say if you can give it to 


the home folks you can please anyone’ @® 


Dad, who had never done anything in pub- 
lic, was speaking. 

Marian looked at the clock for a way out. 
“Thanks be,” she sighed. It was already past 
nine. 

Mother looked clockward too, as she fol- 
lowed Marian’s glance. 

“Oh dear, child, you’d better run or you'll 

To page 19 




















— are lots of imitators in nature. Some 
flies look like stinging bees. Some good- 
tasting butterflies look like bad-tasting 
butterflies. Some harmless snakes look like 
poisonous ones. The grampus, or whip- 
tailed scorpion looks enough like a real 
scorpion to frighten almost everyone it 
meets. But really, it is nothing more than a 
fearsome faker. 

One of nature’s ways of protecting her 
weaker children is to disguise them as 
something dangerous to make enemies 
afraid to attack. The grampus is wonder- 
fully disguised. At first glance you would 
think for sure you were looking at a 
scorpion. Then on a second look you would 
notice that the long slender tail is not 
armed with a hooked “stinger” as is the 
scorpion’s. Even so the grampus_ will 
“whip” its tail around in a most threaten- 
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>The grampus is a faker. 
=> He looks like what he isn’t. 


By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


The Fearsome Faker 


ing manner, thoroughly frightening people 
who don’t realize how harmless it is. 

The grampus is about halfway between 
the spider and the scorpion. Like a spider 
the grampus has four pairs of walking legs. 
Then it has another pair that is not used 
for walking. They are long and slender, 
stretching out in front as feelers to help 
the grampus pick its way along in the dark 
places where it lives. 

Old log piles, stacks of lumber, and old 
buildings are favorite homes for the gram- 
pus. The faker is strictly a creature of the 
night, staying hidden away during the day 
out of the bright sunshine. 

Grampus eats mostly wood roaches and 
bark insects. Two bright eyes stare out un- 
blinkingly from the top of its head. It can 
see well in the light, but it depends mainly 
on its “feeler” legs for searching out food 
in the dark. 

You can find a grampus only in the warm 
Southern States in the United States. It is 
very common in Mexico. In the United 
States it grows about five inches long but 
the one in Mexico may be nearer ten inches 
long. The natives of Mexico are quite afraid 
of it. They believe it will shoot out a 
poison from the tail tip that will quickly 
kill them. In Florida, laborers and field 
workers are often extremely afraid of the 
grampus because of the “terrible poison” 
they think it has. Of course, it is harmless, 
just a gentle, slow creature. 

Sin is sometimes disguised as something 
quite harmless, just the opposite from the 
grampus’ disguise. Eve was fooled in the 
Garden of Eden by Satan’s disguise as a 
harmless serpent. Boys and girls should 
always watch out for sin in disguise. 
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HOW PENNY CAME HOME 


By JOHNNY BARRETT, Age 12 
Vancouver, Washington 


i WOULD like to tell you a story that 
happened to me that I think God had a 
finger in. 

One Sunday our family and some friends 
of ours went on a drive. We left in the 
morning, leaving Penny, our little fox 
terrier dog, outside. I had said we ought to 
leave Penny inside, but Mother said she had 
better stay outside to enjoy the nice sun- 
shine. 

When we got back from a wonderful 
trip, we found that Penny was gone! We 
called and called, but still no Penny. We 
looked along the road to see if a car had hit 
her. 

I went to bed feeling very lonely for the 
little dog. I loved her so much. 

The next morning we went to the Vaca- 
tion Bible School that the Adventists were 
conducting. Mother and I were helping 
there. One lady said I ought to ask God 
about it. I told her I had. 

We still couldn’t find Penny that day. 
The next day, she did not show up either. 
I was feeling more and more sad. I thought 
I had seen the last of Penny. 

Tuesday Mother said, “Let’s pray together 
and ask God, if it is His will, to bring 
Penny home.” 

That evening our neighbor lady called. 
There was an ad in the paper, she said, 
about a little black dog. 

I felt like jumping up and down! We 
called up the people’s number on the tele- 
phone and asked if the dog had a white spot 
on her chest and was short-haired. 
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It had, and it was! 

We still weren’t sure it was Penny, but 
things looked hopeful. 

We got in the car and hurried to the 
lady’s house. 

We drove in the driveway and there 
stood Penny. 

We thanked the people and left for 
home. When we got home we thanked God 
for bringing Penny back to us. 

We never knew how Penny got so far 
from home but I really think God had a 
finger in bringing her back, don’t you? 





WRONG TARGET 


By RONALD REYNOLDS, Age 11 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


[7 WAS a nice summer day and Jimmy 
was throwing a rusty old knife at the 
back fence. A crowd of boys were watching 
him, and no one stopped to think what 
might happen if the knife went over the 
fence by mistake. 

Farther down the alley that ran on the 
other side of the fence Ronny was playing. 
Presently he thought he’d like to go for a 
little walk. 

Coming up the alley he saw a crowd of 
boys by the fence, but paid no attention to 
them. 

Then, just as he was going by, he felt 
an awful pain in his head. Jimmy’s rusty 
knife had hit him right above the ear. 








Jimmy was so sorry for what he had done® 


He ran over to Ronny and put his handker- 
chief over the cut, for Ronny was bleeding 
badly. Then he helped Ronny home and 
called loudly for his mother. 

When Mother saw what had happened, 
she grabbed her son and rushed him to the 
doctor, who lived just around the corner. 

Ronny is all right now, I’m happy to say, 
though he has an ugly scar. 











As for Jimmy? Well, Jimmy’s decided 
he’s not going to throw knives at fences 
any more. He doesn’t want to hit the wrong 
target again! 





PRAYER HELPS IN TIME 
OF TROUBLE 


ae By LORENE SUDDUTH, Age 10 
College Park, Georgia 


HERE is my billfold?” asked Mother. 
“I don’t know,” said sister. 

“Neither do I,” said I. 

“Well, we had it when we came in from 
town,” said Mother. 

Rain had been falling and Mother's 
driver’s license was in the billfold on top of 
all the money we had with us. 

We looked and looked for it. Then little 
sister said, “Let’s pray, sister.” So we prayed. 

Mother came in and my sister said, 
“Mommy, I know you will find it, because 
we prayed.” 

Mother went back out and looked one 
more time. When she came in she had the 
billfold in her hand. She said, “I know the 
Lord helped me find it.” 

I know this story is true because it was 
my mother whose billfold was lost. 


SILVER RAILS: Photo by Clyde Roggenkamp, Age 14. Takoma Park, Maryland 





MY LONGING 


By DIANNE DROUAULT, Age 12 


Tamatave, Madagascar 


I long to see my Jesus 
To look upon His face, 
And thank Him for His love, 
His mercy, and His grace. 


For coming to this earth, 
This tender Shepherd meek, 
To lead His tired flock, 
And give strength to the weak. 


Yes, my Saviour, Jesus, 
His blessed life did give. 
This is how He saved us— 
He died that we might live. 





GUIDE ME, JESUS 


By SHERRY LOU SKIDMORE, Age 12 


Naches, Washington 


Dear Jesus, 
Guide me in Thy wondrous love, 


Guide me to my home above. 


Never let me walk alone, 


Till | reach Thy glorious throne. 
Amen. 





COTCH collies are direct descendants of 

the hard-working dog of the Scottish 
hills who used to be the constant compan- 
ions of the shepherds. 

They used to go to church, too. There is 
a story told of a gentleman who was fish- 
ing on a stream in the Highlands when he 
noticed a small stone building in a clear- 
ing. He asked a shepherd, “Is that a kirk 
(church)? It looks so small.” 

“Aye,” replied the Scot, “aye, but it is 
no sa sma’. There is aboon (about) thirty 
collies there itka (every) Sabbath.” 

It seems that in England and America 
dogs were not so welcome in church, for 
we read in the book of the parish of Forest 
Hill near Oxford for the year 1694 that one 
of the church-expense items was for “dog- 
whipping.” “Pd. to Tho. Mills, Sexton, for 
whipping dogs out of church one shilling.” 
By 1854 the price had been raised to ten 
shillings. 

Here is a story about a collie of our own 
West that I hope you will like, for it gives 
an idea of the courage and loyalty of this 
wonderful breed of working dogs. 

Ed Jenson had to part with Duke, his 
collie pup. He had sold his ranch and stock 
to the big Circle C outfit owned by Bart 
Morgan, and was going West. His new 
home was no place for the great lively dog 
that had grown up on the ranch. He decided 
that it would be easier to leave him behind 
in the country that he loved so well; so he 
gave Duke to John Holiday, a rancher friend 
who lived about forty miles away. 

Ed had planned what he thought was best 
for his dog; however, he had not counted 
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As Duke herded the cow toward the corral, he failed to 


notice the great, gray shadow that followed him. 


DUKE’S DEFE 
% 


By MYRON FULLER 


on the hundreds of years of heredity that 
went into the making of collie character. A 
good collie, when he has given his love to 
a master and has assumed the responsibility 
of guarding his property, doesn’t change 
easily. 

At the first opportunity, Duke escaped, 
making his way back to the deserted ranch 
that had been his home. John Holiday didn’t 
understand dogs and had only agreed to 
take Duke as a favor to his 
friend, Ed; so he made no 
effort to find the runaway pup. 

The first few days Duke 
spent watching the road for 
signs of his master's return. 
He satisfied his thirst from 
the spring behind the barn 
and dug up a bone or two 
that he had buried under the 
corncrib. 

As days passed, hunger 
drove him away from the 
ranch buildings in search of 
food. He knew from experi- 
ence that in the brush-filled 
creek bed a mile or so away 
he would find cottontail rab- 
bits. He had chased them 
many times before, but only 
in fun. Now it was different. 
He must kill in order to live. 
He missed the first few, be- 
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The wolf turned his head slightly, -~- Ae\ Bt 
and Duke lunged to the attack, aim- —— 
ing for the wild beast’s front leg. \ _ 



















cause he was overanxious. Then the hunting 
instinct of his ancestors took over and he 
stalked his prey with the stealth and skill 
of a wild creature. After that, food was 
no problem. 

Months went by and Duke continued to 
guard the deserted ranch, watching for his 
master. 

One evening while out hunting, he heard 
the high-pitched barking of coyotes and he 
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circled to investigate. Sure enough, two of 
the gray prairie wolves had pulled down 
and killed a young calf and were tearing 
at the carcass. Duke, true to his shepherd 
ancestry, charged and in a whirl of golden 
fury put the two marauders to flight. 

The scent of the fresh kill reached his 
nostrils. He was desperately hungry, for the 
rabbits were getting scarce. The calf was 
dead. He had not killed it; so he felt no 
guilt as he eagerly ate his fill. 

As Duke started to walk away from his 
feast, a horse and rider appeared over a 
small rise. This was the first human he had 
seen in nearly three months. He barked a 
greeting, and wagging his tail, started to 
make a friendly approach. 

The rider drew rein, jerked a revolver 
from its holster, and snapped a quick shot 
at the dog. Duke was so surprised he stopped 











dead still. The rider aimed and fired again. 

This time Duke didn’t wait to find out 
why this man was so unfriendly, but fled 
at top speed, zigzagging through the brush. 

After that Duke saw riders many times; 
but since they always shot at him, he learned 
to avoid them by sleeping during the day 
and hunting only at night. 








Who Were These 
MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS? 


By MARY J. VINE 


Upon a hilltop far away, 

Two people saw the break of day. 

They loved each other truly well, 

Yet one the other one must kill. 

For God's great word must be obeyed, 

Though all be on the altar laid. 

But God is good, and so these two, 

Returned with joy God's will to do. 
Who were they? 


Two men upon a hilltop stood 

And scanned the country. Wither would 
They each pitch tent and feed his flocks, 
Pasture his herds and grow his creps? 
The one, he chose the valley fair, 
And left his friend the mountains bare. 
But one, he prospered; the other, not. 
Who were these two? One's name was— 


Answers on page 17 








One early morning as he was returning 
to the ranch from a night of hunting, he 
saw old Brindle, his master’s milch cow. 
She was wearing a Circle C brand and be- 
longed to Bart Morgan, but of course Duke 
didn’t know this. So he gently herded old 
Brindle and her young calf toward the Jen- 
son ranch. 

He was so intent on his work that he 
failed to notice the great, gray shadow that 
followed him from the edge of the timber. 

When he reached the deserted ranch, he 
couldn’t put the cow in the corral as he 
used to do, for the gate was closed, and 
there was no one to tell him what to do. 

Leaving his charge in the fence corner, 
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he ran to get a drink at the spring. As he 
came back around the corner of the barn, 
a change in the wind brought to his sen- 
sitive nose an odor that sent a quiver through 
his entire body. The hair on his back stood 
up and baring his teeth, he circled the yard, 
keeping the scent in his nostrils. Then he 
saw his enemy. 

This was no cowardly coyote that would 
run at the first rush; but a great, gaunt 
timber wolf. Duke sensed that here was an 
antagonist that would fight to the death. 

Cautiously he circled, watching for an 
opening. The wolf's back arched, as, head 
low, his yellow fangs gleamed in the early 
morning light, his hot breath condensing 
in the clear, cold air with the appearance 
of smoke coming in puffs from his gaping 
jaws. 

Suddenly the wolf turned his head 
slightly as though he had heard a sound 
behind him. This was the moment for 
which Duke had waited. 

Quickly he lunged to the attack, aiming 
for a crippling grip on the huge beast’s 
right foreleg. He missed by a fraction of an 
inch. 

The wolf recovered quickly and his jaws 
snapped shut like a strong trap opening 
an ugly wound on Duke's shoulder. 

The collie, a brave but less experienced 
fighter, rushed his enemy again. This time 
his heavy ruff saved him, as the wolf's 
jaws snapped again, aiming for his throat. 
He came away with nothing but a mouth- 
ful of long fur. As he stood for a moment 
spitting hair, Duke crouched for another 
attack. 

No one knows how this fight might have 
ended, but the crack of a high-powered rifle 
in the expert hands of Bart Morgan put an 
end to the savage battle. 

At the sound of a gun, the collie’s first 
impulse was to run. Then he seemed to 
remember that he was on his “property,” 
and he turned to face this new menace. 

What he saw was a big man with a kind, 
smiling face. He sensed that this was no 
enemy, but the smell of the fight was strong 
in his nostrils; and he stood his ground, 
growling through bared teeth. 

Bart turned and, slipping his rifle into the 
saddle boot, slowly advanced holding out 
his hand. When he was almost up to the 
dog, he stopped and began talking to him 
in a low, gentle voice that was almost a 
caress. To page 16 
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CHICO PATHFINDERS GO 


@ Over the Bridge to Sabbath School 


PAUL E. REEDY, Reporting 


he most fun the Chico (California) 

Pathfinders have is conducting a branch 
Sabbath school, which can be reached only 
by walking over a swinging bridge thirty 
feet above the river. 

The fun has paid off. In January of last 
year they invited several families to come 
to the branch Sabbath school each week. 
Mr. Merrit Crawford, deputy director of 
the club, led out. 

Each week at least four Pathfinders as- 
sisted the leaders, providing music, giving 
the mission stories, or teaching the lesson 
to the younger children. 

And every Sabbath there was a Bible 
study. 


The Pathfinders manned this booth at the county fair. 


PHOTOS, COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


This is the swinging bridge the Pathfinders cross 
to reach the house where the Sabbath school is held. 
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Results came quickly. Before the month 
ended, one of the ladies had given up 
smoking and three of the children were 
attending Pathfinder meetings regularly. 

By spring, most of the twelve Sabbath 
school members were attending the Chico 
church every week. 

And on the first of August, four of those 
branch Sabbath school members were bap- 
tized. 

When school opened, one of the young 
people went to Lodi Academy, and two of 
the children were enrolled in church school. 

Chico Pathfinders have been active in 
other ways. They helped build an additional 
classroom on their school, entered a float in 
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the Veterans’ Day parade, raised large sums 
Ingathering—as much as $200 in one day 
—and built a booth in the county fair. And, 
of course, they have many cookouts, hikes, 
and craft classes, too. 

But the best fun, they think, is the branch 
Sabbath school they have to reach by walk- 
ing over the swinging bridge. 


Duke’s Defense 
From page 14 


Duke pricked up his ears and cocked his 
head to one side. It had been ten months 
since he had heard a human voice and sud- 
denly all the pent-up longing and loneli- 
ness seemed too much for him. 

He crouched to the ground, put his long 
slim muzzle between his paws and crawled 
the remaining inches to nuzzle the warm, 
outstretched hand. That was all Bart Morgan 
needed. His strong, gentle hands caressed 
the beautiful head and with his neck scarf, 
or bandanna, he bound up the wounded 
shoulder and carried the unresisting dog to 
his horse. Lifting the dog to his lap, he 
began the long ride to the Circle C ranch. 

Later that night as Duke lay contentedly 
on the hearth by the great blazing fire, well- 
fed, and with his wounds properly dressed, 
Bart Morgan told his ranch foremen how 
that morning he had seen the dog, and 
hoping to get a shot at him had followed 
him. He had seen him cut out Jenson’s 
milch cow and calf from the small herd 
and start the drive toward the deserted ranch. 

“The way he handled that cow and calf,” 
said Bart, “convinced me that he was not 
a stock killer.” 

Curious now, he had circled back to 
reach the Jenson ranch before the collie; 
and had watched the dog’s frustration when 
he couldn’t get the animals into the corral. 

“I intended to just ride down and open 
the gate for him and then I saw the wolf. 
I remained hidden and watched, fascinated 
at the dog’s courage as he went to attack 
such a savage beast. I know,” he paused, 
“that Duke could have finished him off; 
but I wasn’t taking any chances on crippling 
a good ranch hand. You see, I had just 
decided to offer Duke a good job on my 
ranch. How about it Pard, do you want 
the job?” 

Duke opened one eye and thumped his 
bushy tail on the warm hearthstone. 
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Joker Joe 
From page 3 


Cupping his hands to his mouth he 
shouted, “Wolf! Wolf!” 

At once there was a stirring in all the 
houses, and within minutes doors were 
being flung open and men were running 
down the street toward him, waving sticks 
and clubs. 

“Where are the wolves, boy?” 
shouted. 

But the boy just laughed at them. “Ha, 
ha, ha,” he said. “There wasn’t any wolf. 
What a joke!” 

The men weren't very happy about it, 
I can tell you, as they went back to bed. 

The next night the boy tried the same 
“little joke.” Once more the men came 
tumbling out of their beds, chasing after 
the wolves. And once more they found 
nothing but the boy laughing at them. 

Well, the third night, as the boy was 
watching, he saw a shrub move slightly 
over on the far side of the flock, right on 
the edge of the forest. 

A moment later a dark form slipped from 
the shadows, followed by another, and an- 
other. A whole pack of wolves was attack- 
ing the sheep! 

“Wolves!” the boy cried. “Wolves! A 
whole pack of them!” 

But there was never a sound from the 
village. The men heard him shout, all 
right, but they just smiled and went back 
to sleep. They weren’t going to be fooled 
by that joker again! 

Just how many sheep were taken, or 
what happened to the boy, I do not know. 
But if he was carried off by the wolves it 
would only have served him right, wouldn't 
it? 

Something very much like this happened 
in one of the world’s largest cities just a 
few weeks ago, with terrible consequences. 

Joe was a fellow who was always “lark- 
ing about.” He worked in a handbag factory 


they 


and spent a great deal of time having c@) 


at someone else’s expense. Everyone calle 
him “Joker Joe.” A few months ago an 
explosion shattered the second floor of the 
factory. Glass showered in all directions, 
leaving gaping windows which soon belched 
smoke and flames. 

As the fire raged upward, men and 
women on the third floor rushed headlong 
to safety. But, surprisingly enough, the 








workers on the fourth floor paid no atten- 
tion to the destruction and terror below. 
Perhaps the drone of machinery drowned 
the noise. 

Joe remembered his workmates upstairs 
and gallantly forced his way through the 
suffocating smoke. With all his strength, 
he shouted, “There is a fire. Follow me!” 

But the workers had been caught by Joe’s 
jokes before. They weren't going to be 
caught by this one. They paid no attention. 


* Then tell-tale wisps of smoke seeped 


through, and with horror they realized that 
the boy was not fooling this time! 
Pandemonium let loose. The factory boss 
tried to reach his trapped staff but was 
forced back with burns. Some of the girls 
managed to make their way down the 
smoke-clogged stairway. Firemen in breath- 
ing apparatus saved a few more, but three 


women were trapped in the angry flames. 

By this time the streets below were 
teeming with hundreds of people from 
the district around. Eighty firemen were 
fighting desperately. 

A young girl of eighteen appeared at a 
fourth floor window. Some of the crowd 
shouted for her to climb the stairs up to 
the roof. But, prodded by the terror of be- 
ing trapped, she jumped—fifty feet—to her 
death! 

The two other victims were found later. 
One was a young widow who leaves a 
little daughter. 

I wonder if Joe will ever play a practical 
joke again? Fun has its place, but, like 
everything else, it can be carried too far. 
How much heartache and lifetime regret 
could have been avoided if Joker Joe had 
been Dependable Joe instead! 











You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Can You Name— 
By ETTA W. SCHLICHTER 


. Any three birds named for a primary color? (The 
colors of the rainbow; red, orange, yellow, green, 
blue, indigo, violet.) 

2. A bird that can fly sideways? 

3. A bird that advertises its character in its song 

or call? 

4. A bird named for an English nobleman for whom 

a city was later named? 

5. The first bird mentioned to leave the ark? 

6. Two birds that sometimes sing “whisper songs,” 

that is, softly, with their beaks closed? 

7. Two birds that sing beautifully on moonlight 

nights? 


— 


9. A destructive bird named from its habit of eat- 
ing? 

10. The birds that make the best use of their heads? 

11. A bird that can hover in the air without moving 
in any direction? 

12. The bird of freedom? 

13. The “upside down” bird? 

14. Any three birds named after animals? 

15. The bird that brought the olive leaf to the ark? 

16. Any three birds named from their call? 


we 8. A blackbird that can be taught to talk? 


What Is Your B.1.9.? 


By MILDRED G. LEWIS 


What is your Bible intelligence rating? Each of the 
following words begins with the letter C. One hint 
is given you in the definition that follows the blanks. 
The number of blanks on each line tells you how 
many letters are in each word. See if you can get the 
word from these two clues. If you can’t, look up 
the text. 


he .. Roman ruler at the time of 
Christ. (Luke 2: 1. ) 

e. Gx : . The place where Elijah met 
the prophets ‘of Baal. “ Kings 18:19-21.) 

3.6. . .. A high priest who con- 
demned Christ. (Matt. 26: 57, 65.) 

EAS nee er ees eee A follower of Christ. 
(Acts 11:26.) 

Bi scan eS peas cane creas aan A devout centurion 
whose prayers were answered. (Acts 10:1, 31.) 

SE ON eee ee A village on the sea- 


coast where Christ performed many miracles. (Matt. 
4:13.) 


ANSWERS 
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ATTENTION—ACTION 
FALL IN LINE 


Track and Trail © Nature Study 


Swimming © Hikes © Fun Galore! 





Don’t “Fall Out,” “Fall In”! 





Let LIFE AND HEALTH Help You 
Go to Summer Camp! 


HERE'S HOW 


Any Junior boy or girl who sells only 15 sub- 
scriptions to LIFE AND HEALTH at $3.50, 
or 150 single copies at 35 cents, and turns the 
full price in to the Book and Bible House, 
will be credited with $26.25 for his or her 
camp expenses and extra spending money. 





ACT TODAY! 


lichi 


Write or phone your conference M 





Vv t or pub g 
department secretary for further information and supplies. 








The Shipwrecked Mariners 
From page 5 


veins. It was the only thing that kept 
them alive. 

The men had been without water so 
long that their tongues were swollen, and 
they could not talk. They made signs to 
show that they wanted water, and they held 
up fingers to show how long they had been 
out there on the wreckage and how long 

since they had had water. 

» How much water do you think those men 
drank at one time? Did you say two quarts? 
Three quarts? A gallon? They were thirsty 
enough to drink that much but they were 
given—just a tablespoonful. Just one! They 
almost cried for more, but the doctors knew 
best. After several minutes they had an- 
other spoonful. This was kept up until they 
had taken about a cupful. Then they were 
given a little taste of soup—just a spoon- 
ful. 

Late that night we walked past the ship 
dispensary. The men sat up when they 
heard our footsteps and they tried to smile. 
By clasping their hands toward heaven 
they showed how grateful they were. 

As I lay in my bunk that night looking 
at the stars through the porthole, I tried 
to imagine those awful, hopeless nights in 
which these men had clung to the wreck, 
scarcely daring to hope for anything but 
death. I thought too, of their gratitude for 
a spoonful of water and a taste of food, 
things which I take for granted every day. 
I knew that night that the rest of my life 
I would appreciate my daily blessings more 
and that whenever I sat down to a meal 
and bowed my head that my thanks for 
the plainest food would be very sincere. 


Marian’s Search 
From page 8 


late and that will be a discredit to the 
amily,” Mother exclaimed. “My mother 
always said one in responsibility shouldn’t 
ever be late.” 

Marian had already picked up her red 
jacket and donned a little beret. From the 
porch she called “By.” 

“Oh, are you gone already?” Her mother 
rushed from the table. “You forgot your 
quarterly.” 


“That was a close one! Thanks, Mother,” 
she said. 

“Well, that was one ordeal over with,” 
Marian sighed. “The next can’t be much 
worse. 

She quickly covered the few blocks to 
the church and was glad, for once, that 
she met no one on the way. This was 
strange, as usually there were several of 
the church members walking down the 
street. The buds on the trees were begin- 
ning to come out, and she saw a tulip 
bobbing its bright head in the April breeze, 
nodding a How do you do? 

Preacher Bob greeted her at the door. 
“I’m so glad you are going to take the class. 
You'll get along just fine, I know,” he said. 

Should she tell him she couldn’t do it 
because she wasn’t a Christian? It wasn’t 
too late. Probably only the old ladies knew 
she'd been asked. She forgot that news in a 
little town spreads like lightning. 

“T'd—I'd like to talk to you,” she faltered. 
“I don’t think I can do it.” 

“Nonsense! You can if you try. I dare 
say you have it well in hand,” Preacher 
Bob said reassuringly as he tapped her on 
the shoulder. 

“I’ve studied and I think maybe it'll be 
all right, but ” Marian was cut off. 

“But, you're scared. Well, my knees 
knocked too the first time. We'll put a pil- 
low between your knees rather than the tam- 
bourine my speech teacher in college threat- 
ened.” Preacher Bob laughed and sauntered 
off to talk to the head deacon. 

Marian bit her lip to try to keep from 
crying. Wouldn’t he even sense what she 
wanted to say? He who had taught them 
that one must be born again would under- 
stand if only he'd let her have her say, she 
thought. Oh, if only she had given her 
heart to Jesus when Bob had pleaded with 
the class as he did so many times! “I guess 
he thinks I really did,” she reflected. 

In the second row, where the young folks 
class sat, a few were already in their places. 

The nearest to the aisle was Betty. 
Marian didn’t want to sit beside her today, 
for their feud had not ended. Betty had 
not spoken to her all week at school. But 
Marian quickly saw that she would have 
to sit next to Betty or appear very awkward 
by going past her and sliding down to 
Becky. 

“So, you’re going to be teaching us, huh? 
Guess you think you're smart.” Betty stuck 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 


FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 
AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Author's Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawing should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 214” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 
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up her nose. “Maybe I'll just quit coming.” 

“Who told you?” Marian asked, almost 
ready to burst into tears for good this time. 

“Oh, a little birdie.” Betty slid over in 
the seat and left Marian alone. 

Marian wiped her eyes, taking her hand- 
kerchief from her jacket pocket. Good she'd 
remembered to put one in last night. 

Mrs. Perkins overheard the conversation 
from the row in back and graciously moved 
up to Marian’s side. She put a loving arm 
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around her shoulder. “I know it’s hard, dear,” 
she whispered. “Jesus was no prophet in 
His own country either.” 

Marian was too choked to talk, but she 
was thinking. “I don’t claim to be a prophet, 
and here everyone is thinking I’m push- 
ing myself in to teach and I know I’m not 
able to because I’ve never been able to find 
Christ for myself.” 

Others of the congregation were taking 
their places and a general buzz of whispers 
could be heard. Marian guessed they were 
about the reception for the new ministe 
and the farewell for Preacher Bob that would 
be held that afternoon. “Wonder what the 
new man'll be like?” she heard someone 
saying. 

“He'll have to be good to beat our Preacher 
Bob.” It was Mrs. Rogers speaking, proudly, 
for she thought of him as her son. 

“Turn in your hymnals to page 13,” the 
Sunday school superintendent announced, 
and all came to attention. 

“Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty.” 
Those words always lifted Marian. God 
was so holy, and she knew she was not up 
to His standard. 

Sooner than she had thought possible, 
she was facing her classmates, some of 
whom greeted her with friendly eyes, others 
with looks that were envious and hostile. 
Preacher Bob had done his best to give her 
a good send-off. She braced herself. “How 
glad I am I did underline some things,” 
she thought, but then she did not even have 
courage to quote many of them. Preacher 
Bob came to her rescue and never let on 
that she was not doing the teaching. “Good 
for Bob! Oh, if he were not leaving and 
I could just talk to him!” she thought. 

Before the class was over the hostile 
attitude of even Betty had melted in the 
warmth of the lesson on the humility of 
Christ. Preacher Bob seemed to know just 
how to steer things right. Marian was feel- 
ing much better and more assured by now, 
so by the time she got to the questions 
she was able to ask some not even in th 
quarterly, and the class responded well. 

“I’m sorry, Marian,” Betty said, putting 
her arm around her friend as they walked 
back to the auditorium for church. “I didn’t 
know how hard it would be to teach. I’m 
sure glad he didn’t ask me after all. We'll 
help you all we can.” 

“Thanks, Betty,” Marian tried to smile. 
At least this was one burden lifted. 
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The pastor’s sermon was one of great 
tenderness as he bade his flock farewell. 
He took for his thoughts some of the 
lesson ideas Marian had just presented con- 
cerning the time Jesus told His disciples 
good-by at the Lord’s Supper. He said that 
the disciples’ hearts were not all that Jesus 
wished they might be, but Jesus had prom- 
ised that the Holy Spirit would come and 


give them power. And just so, now that 
he, the minister, was leaving a flock he 
loved, the Holy Spirit would remain in their 
midst, giving them power to go forward 
if they would but heed His call. 

“That is it,’ Marian told herself. “I 
must give my heart to Jesus.” She looked 
straight at Preacher Bob. “Someday I will.” 

(To be continued) 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Robert Shepard, age 15. 3610 Middlebelt, Inkster, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Violin. 

Linton Manier, age 14. 420 S. O'Keefe Street, 
Cassopolis, Michigan, U.S.A. Drums. 

Norris Manier, age 11. 420 S. O'Keefe Street, 
Cassopolis, Michigan, U.S.A. Rocks. 

Calvin Harris, age 14, 4079 Vicksburg Court, 
Inkster, Michigan, U.S.A. Saxophone. 

Betty Manier, age 13. 420 S. O’Keefe Street, 
Cassopolis, Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, rocks. 

Renee Harris, age 13. 4079 Vicksburg Court, 
Inkster, Michigan U.S.A. Piano, skating, biking, 
sewing. 

Danielle Johnson, age 13. 3239 Walnut Street, 
Inkster, Michigan, U.S.A. Sewing, baby sitting, bik- 
ing. 

Clotiel Jourdan, age 13. 29965 Liberty Road, 
Inkster, Michigan, U.S.A. Skating, swimming, bik- 
ing, singing. 

Shirley Shepard, age 12. 3610 Middlebelt, Inkster, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, singing, skating. 

Christine Garel, age 13. 2808 Goodrich Street, 
Ferndale 20, Michigan, U.S.A. Skating, biking, sing- 
ing. 

Ophelia Marshall, age 13. 35740 Beverly Road, 
Wayne, Michigan, U.S.A. Piano, typing. 

Marlene Dahl, age 14. Route 1, Box 375, Rochester, 


oi" U.S.A. Roller skating, piano. 


Maurice Woods, Jr., age 12. 110 South 32d 
Street, San Diego 13, California, U.S.A. Piano, read- 
ing. 

Peggy Sanders, age 13. 436 Lago Lane, Santa 
Cruz, California, U.S.A. Collecting photos, sewing, 
cooking. 

Diana Sanders, age 12. 436 Lago Lane, Santa 
Cruz, California, U.S.A. Sewing, post cards, cook- 
ing, reading. 

Becky Christensen, age 12. Route 1, Box 71, Pipe- 
stone, Minnesota, U.S.A. Music, horses. 

Janice Seibold, age 13. Route 1, Madras, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Stamps, post cards, skating, baking. 

Sharon Schaeffer, Route 2, Box 257, Martinsburg, 
West Virginia, U.S.A. 

Ruth Meissner, age 13. 44009 2d Street E., 
Lancaster, California, U.S.A. Roller skating, tobog- 
ganing. 

Marilyn Launer, age 13. 40915 40th Street W., 
Lancaster, California, U.S.A. Wood fiber, flowers, 
roller skating. 

Velma Pair, age 14. 44711 N. Trevar Avenue, 
Lancaster, California, U.S.A. Ice skating, swimming, 
hiking. 

Patsy Taylor, age 16. 4016 Hershberger Road, 
Roanoke, Virginia, U.S.A. 

Joyce L. Hall, age 12. 1727 Michigan, Dallas 16, 
Texas, U.S.A. Rocks, post cards, cooking, reading. 

Patsy Black, age 12. 2732 Park Avenue, Wilming- 
ton, North Carolina, U.S.A. Reading, swimming, 
stamps, post cards, shells. 

Annette Wood, 399 N.E. 171st, Box 402, Uleta, 
Florida, U.S.A. 

Colleen Ozman, age 15. Route 1, Woodbine, 
Maryland, U.S.A. Swimming, reading. 








COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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XI—HEZEKIAH’S LOST OPPORTUNITY 


(MARCH 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXT: Isaiah 39. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Then said he, 
What have they seen in thine house?” (Isaiah 
39:4). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


The story told by Isaiah in the chapter we are 
studying today is a story of a lost opportunity. 
Few things are sadder than lost opportunities. 
Hezekiah had just had a wonderful experience 
when God healed him and granted him a new 
lease on life. Far and wide the story had been 
carried, and one king even sent special messengers 
with a present to the restored king. God had set 
apart this nation to be a light bearer among other 
nations, and here was a golden opportunity to 
turn the attention of these high officials from a 
heathen country to the power and might of the 
true God. But Hezekiah let the opportunity slip 
by. Instead of showing that it was only through 
God’s blessing that this little nation was rich and 
powerful, he heaped all the honor and glory to 
himself as he showed his visitors all the riches of 
Jerusalem. And not only did he miss an oppor- 
tunity, but he exposed his nation to danger by 
revealing its treasures. 


SUNDAY 


A Golden Opportunity 


1. Find Isaiah 39:1. Who came from a far 
country with messages and a present for Heze- 
kiah? 

NotTe.—“In the fertile valleys of the Tigris 
and the Euphrates there dwelt an ancient race 
which, though at that time subject to Assyria, was 
destined to rule the world. Among its people 
were wise men who gave much atiention to the 
study of astronomy; and when they noticed that 
the shadow on the sundial had been turned back 
ten degrees, they marveled greatly. Their king, 
Merodach-baladan, upon learning that this 
miracle had been wrought as a sign to the king of 
Judah that the God of heaven had granted him a 
new lease of life, sent ambassadors to Hezekiah to 
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congratulate him on his recovery, and to learn, 
if possible, more of the God who was able to per- 
form so great a wonder.”—Prophets and Kings, 
p. 344. 

2. Find 2 Chronicles 32:31. In sending these 
ambassadors to Hezekiah, what was God doing? 


MONDAY 


The Opportunity Lost 


3. Find Isaiah 39:2. Flattered by the visit of 
the ambassadors, King Hezekiah showed them 
around. Name some of the treasures he pointed 
out to them. 

4. Find 2 Chronicles 32:27-30. Name some 
more of the wonders of Hezekiah’s kingdom. 


NoOTE.—‘‘Had Hezekiah improved the oppor- 
tunity given him to bear witness to the power, 
the goodness, the compassion, of the God of 
Israel, the report of the ambassadors would have 
been as light piercing darkness. But he magnified 
himself above the Lord of hosts. He ‘rendered 
not again according to the benefit done unto 
him; for his heart was lifted up.’"°—Prophets and 
Kings, p. 346. 


5. Find Isaiah 43:21, 10. When God set aside 
Israel as His chosen nation, what responsibility 
did He put upon them? 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
344, pars. 2, 3; p. 345, first seven lines. 


TUESDAY 


Isaiah Visits the King 


6. Find Isaiah 39:3. When the ambassador 
had gone their way, who came to the roya 
court, and what did he ask the king? 

7. Read verse 4, first phrase. What question 
did the prophet then ask Hezekiah? 

8. Read verse 4, last part. What did the king 
tell Isaiah about the thoroughness of the visitors’ 
inspection? 


NoTE.—It was from motives of pride and 
vanity that the king had shown his possessions. 
“Not to glorify God did he do this, but to exalt 
himself in the eyes of the foreign princes. He did 

















not stop to consider that these men were repre- 
sentatives of a powerful nation that had not the 
fear nor the love of God in their hearts, and that 
it was imprudent to make them his confidants 
concerning the temporal riches of the nation.”— 
Prophets and Kings, pp. 345, 346 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
346, par. 2. 
WEDNESDAY 


The Prophet’s Reproof 


9. Find Isaiah 39:5, 6. What prophecy did 
Isaiah make about the future of the royal house 


and all it contained? 
* 10. Read verse 7. What did he say would 
happen to the king’s sons? 

_ 11. Find 2 Chronicles 32:26. How did Heze- 
kiah take the reproof given him through the 
prophet? 

NotTE.—'‘But the evil seed had been sown, 
and in time was to spring up and yield a harvest 
of desolation and woe. During his remaining 
years, the king of Judah was to have much pros- 
perity because of his steadfast purpose to redeem 
the past and to bring honor to the name of the 
God whom he served; yet his faith was to be 
severely tried, and he was to learn that only by 
putting his trust fully in Jehovah could he hope 
to triumph over the powers of darkness that were 
plotting his ruin and the utter destruction of his 
people.”—Prophets and Kings, p. 347. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
347, par. 4; p. 348, par. 1. 


THURSDAY 
Christ Warns of Pride 


12. Find Luke 12:16-21. What parable did 
Christ tell to show that we must not take pride 
in what we have built up for ourselves? 














13. Find Matthew 10:8, last phrase. All we 
have, comes from God. What principle did 
Christ give us regarding the blessing He gives 
us? 


NOoTE.—"Every day of life is freighted with 
responsibilities which we must bear. Every day, 
our words and acts are making impressions upon 
those with whom we associate. How great the 
need that we set a watch upon our lips and guard 
carefully our steps! One reckless movement, one 
imprudent step, and the surging waves of some 
strong temptation may sweep a soul into the down- 
ward path. We cannot gather up the thoughts we 
have planted in human minds. If they have been 
evil, we may have set in motion a train of circum- 
stances, a tide of evil, which we are powerless to 
stay.”—Prophets and Kings, p. 348. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings 
p., 348, par. 3. 
FRIDAY 
FILL IN THE MISSING NOUNS: 
Merodach-baladan, -........ of Babylon, 
| EEE CS and a _............ to Hezekiah 
when he heard of his Hezekiah, 


flattered by their __. _., showed them every- 


thing in his . He did not talk of the 

_... of God and so bear _... of Him 
© a beams... Tee Oe 
of the Lord, visited the ___........ after pa 


had returned, and told him that because of his 
, the Babylonians would come and take 
away all ‘that was in the royal 


QUESTIONS TO THINK ABOUT: 


“What have they seen in thine house?” What 


do people see in our houses? Do they see things 
that show that we put the honor of God first in 
our lives, or do they see things we gather to 
glorify ourselves? 


Hezekiah showed his visitors 
his treasures, and said noth- 
ing about the love of God. 
What do you talk about 
when friends come to visit? 
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LANDMARKS OF HISTORY—II 


REVIEW PICTURES 


BALACA, ARTIST 


Sefore “Sime Kau Out 


| pes world had only 150 years to go—or 
160 at the most—and then would come 
the end. Columbus had studied carefully 
the figures of King Alfonso the- Wise and 
the Cardinal d’Ailly, and was sure this was 
all the time there was left. How many 
people were there in the world who still 
had not heard of Christ, he wondered. 

Columbus felt that God wanted him to 
find those people so that missionaries would 
be able to go and teach them while time 
remained. 

Yet whenever he told anyone he wished 
to sail around the world to find those 
people, they laughed at him. He would fall 
off the edge, they sneered, for everyone 
knew the world was flat. Or, even if it was 
round, if he got on the underside of it, he 
would find trying to get back like trying 
to sail up a hill, and no wind would ever 
be strong enough to push him. 

But Columbus was not a man to be 
frightened by their fears. He had gone to 
sea at fourteen. And once his boat had been 
attacked by pirates. 
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And he knew what he was talking about. 
He had studied the Bible and astronomy 
and mathematics, and had made his living 
for years drawing charts for seamen. 

Now, at last, Ferdinand and Isabella had 
given him the money to buy three little 
ships and man them with sailors. 

In the picture it’s the bright, sunshiny 
morning of August 3, 1492. The ships are 
loading up. A sailor hugs his little boy, and 
his wife clings tearfully to him, for they 
know they may never be together again. 
Another sailor stands by, ready to shove off 
as soon as Columbus steps aboard. And 
Columbus, full of courage, tells a priest he 
is sure the trip will succeed. 

Everyone knows what happened afte 
that—how they sailed for more than ten 
weeks and found a new world. 

Columbus, of course, was wrong in his 
idea about how much longer the world 
would last. But we know there isn’t much 
time left. Are we as willing as he was to 
brave unknown dangers to help others 
learn about Jesus before time runs out? 








